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I'm afraid - simply afraid. I'm afraid for myself and for everything that seems important to me. I don't care whether you are right or wrong. But can you tell us any way of preventing what may otherwise happen ? Of saving the things that matter ? "
Clanricard looked at Darnould with a deep feeling of friendship. Darnould had just put into words what Clanricard was thinking at that very moment.
They made their way along the muddy path. To the left high up, very remote, a stray lamp-post illuminated the far end of a suburban lane running between mean houses. But its light struck like a ray of moonlight as far as the path where the two men were walking. Quinette was surprised at it. He had asked himself first whether this light did not ricochet down from the sky, whether it was not the reflection of Paris. Now that he recognised where it came from, he still asked himself whether the reflection of Paris did not contribute to it.
He was surprised, too, at the muddiness of the path. Late in the afternoon, when he had come this way by himself, he had not noticed this mud. To what was it due ? The weather was dry. To-night everything demanded Quinette's attention. Everything was important.
" What ideas you get into your head ! They don't bear talking about! "
Here was Leheudry lying down on the job and arguing all over again. The best thing was to make no reply. He kept on talking ; but he kept on walking. What little strength of will he possessed was frittered away in words.
" Yes, you're full of ideas, aren't you ? It's a specialty of yours, from the looks of it. By way of tying things up, that suburban hole of yours wasn't enough, I suppose? You couldn't even leave me free to come and go as I liked I'm not allowed even to speak to the concierge. I'm not just a bear by nature, you know. Oh yes, it was a fine inspiration of mine, that time when I went to that shop of yours I... " This path is nothing but clay. We're going to be down

